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continuous run of well-nigh thirteen hours.    The
same evening I went on to Niagara and stopped
there for the night. Next morning when I woke up I
was all excitement for the magnificent sight that
awaited me that day.   The Falls oi Niagara had
taken root in my memory from my earliest child-
hood, my father being in the habit of having my
sister and myself round him at night after dinner and
telling us of the wonderful exploits of the great men
of the world and of the still more wonderful sights
that are to be seen in it. And in the books T had
read in later years on the wonders of the world, the
Falls invariably topped the list and the guide-books
systematically spoke of them as  " the grandest
spectacle which nature affords anywhere on this
planet."   Filled as my mind was with such ideas, I
was on the tip-toe of expectation that morning, and
as soon as I had breakfasted I left straight for the
cataract.   I had not gone a mile when the distant
roar of the Falls fell on my ears and as my car
approached the bridge that joins the American with
the Canadian side, it became louder and louder till
at a turning the long-extended sweep of a prodigious
quantity of rushing water, racing madly across the
summit and tumbling headlong over the brim into
the chasm below, came suddenly on my view.   The
car passed over the bridge, turned on the Canadian
side and stopped at a bend from where the Horse-
shoe Fall was seen at its best. As might be expected,
I watched intently all the time and kept my eyes
riveted to that mighty torrent of rushing water.
The waters rolled over the brim in such reckless fury